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"L .down" on the féor,

( 4 METAPHYSICAL DILEMMA.

“ not French.
—:an old woeman whom everybody called

. But onefterrible day there came a letter
- o

53R

(rame’s aud staid 8 few days in a

- Once, (twilve years before, a little

sofi’E he * Into this sacred place, be-
s Sfon-nnya%ikfe ' -

" beostto came 1@ gheir rescue; had been

- Adying with ber {age buried in the cold.
an

W

Jrvon Gonuty Register
BY ELI D. ARE.
ﬁOhTON, - = = MISSOURX

A legrned Professor, onee maki

- ssor, ] ng a gpeech

To 8 bevy of youngsters, attempted tumn:uh
This nice point of mystieil lore: 15

How, a tihing can be

mended and mend
again,
Until of its primtive parts none remain,
A.nd £till be the same thing ns before.

“Then ane 6f his hop - '
pful disciples arose
-aud B;fg:‘ * 8y your leave, Sir, I rise to pro-
'I"' " errion for once in my life.
A Jg{: me a jack-kmife; it had but one

T
The :gzg?wns goon lost, but another was
Pray tell, was it still the same knife?”

The Professor declared his assent; and the

JYouth,
“WRE T uir of an amatenr seeking the truth,
o And now holding a knife up to view,
m.lm:‘h * Next the handle was lost; but

o) ng
X bad it replnced by another as strong,
l‘ma is this the old knile, or a new:”

“1It is etill the Jsame weapon; the truth is

'Q“Othhetrlée doctor; but young Academicus
Another like weapon disclosad:

“Itis made of the old blade and handle”

quoth beg 2 g

¥, tell us, Professor, what: knife this

may be?
¢1tis plain the Professor was posod!

oy 4  —John Yeoman.
) [Copyrighted.]
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_ CHAPTER IL—COSTINUED.
I don’t know his name, but I know
#fim. His eyes aré so queer—just the
“¥BY6r of miy bronze slippers, with bitsof
F¥ellow in them sometimes-—there was
W, “he” saw my mamma. 1 know

— = T Lt .
wish von had never taken me off that
terrible roe's;?’ and the pemt-up torrent
broke forth again with renewed [ury.

But she vielded to his earesses after
a while and grew still again, but there
was -a resolute look on the flushed,
tear-stained face that she lifted to his.

“‘If I live to be a woman I'H (hifva a

e N e

lmame, you justsee if I don’t!” she said,

with a fierce little gesture. i i

“To be sure you will.™ he answered,
with a lanzh, “*voun will get married.
It don’t make any difference to a girl
about a name." Ch

*1I'll never be married till I have a
name—my own name, I mean—never!’’
she cried, passionately.

““But you cannot know (fhaf, and
what odds would it make if you did®’

I tell vou I will know,” she ecried,
stamping herfoot. **I guess Madame
will know, and I shall go and see her
when I get big enouzh.”

« And leave me?  Then you don’t
love me any great deal, I guess,’ he
said, with an offended air.

** Yes I do, Ralph, a great deal,”” she
said, with odd gravity, ** but I won’t he
a ‘nameless pauper’—that's what that
Benson girl called me—even for you,
and I do love you Ralph, and [ shall
never love anvbody else one-half as
well,” and the .tright little face nestled
down on higs shoulder, and with per-
haps a faint prescience of the fature,
he put his arm about her and drew her
to his bosom in‘a little gonvulsive clasp.

CIHAPTER IIIL
It was sometime early in February
that Ben Anderson came home one morn-
ing andtossed aletter intohis wife’slap.
“A letter from Tom, 1 reckon,

holding it up to the lightas he gave it
to her.

“ [t's 2 woman's writing—it can't be
Tom has married again,” she said,
turnine the letter over, and holdine it
up to the ligcht as her husband had
done.

“S'posen you open it and see, Mis
Anderson,” chimed in a jovial voice;
‘it would be just like the reckless
critter.””

"typas himr on the beach, beeause he
swent in the-boat, and wasn't in the ves- |
sel after it was so dreadful.”’

Ben Anderson remembered the odd
«color of Mr. DeVries' eyes, and asked |
if that wds the ‘hame; but she did not

. andl the subject was dropped. |

n the quiet country burying ground |

‘there was a new made grave, and na- |
‘ture, who is the tender mother of usall.

‘took the fair stranger gently to her|

som, and her pityinz ﬂ:;ml-mniclnu-:, |

1t¥e birches and wainnts, dropped their |

soft train of gold over her pulseless |

breast.

There was little definite the child |
«could tell of ' her shistory. They had |
lived in France, always, as far as she |
eoul” remiember, but her mother was |
They had boanded with |

**Madame.”” Once, a lonz time ago, a
‘handsome. dark man used to come and |
-8ty Mavs and days with them, and then

they were all so very, very happy! IHer

mother used to play on the guitar, and
sing, O, such Jlevely songs, and some-
times /@ sang with her; and she was so.
bright and pretty when he was there!

‘hérsmamma, and she just dropped
and she never
opened her eyes or spoke all that day,
but the day after she told her that her
opapd, the dark, handsome gentleman,
was dead—drowned in crossine a ehan-
nel; . was suredt was a channel, she
hdd “dlWay$ remembered that. After
that her mother never talked of him
ut she cried sometimes, and
“hRén -she received a letter,
which she did once in a long time. Ske
had one just before they came away,
and it2 . £row white and scared-
lookhg. apd ihe next day she told her
thc:{; were coming to Ameriea to live,
-and then they came away from Mad-

strange, lonesome place, all alone but
for—an old —ecolored man; and then
one dark night they came on board
the Le Erun, This was all she conld
tell having any dircet bearing on the
story of her lite.

- iny-hgi cirl had brizhtened for
ﬁw"orz sweet wonshs the home of the
Andersons. But one soft June day,
avhen the heavens droojed low over the
earth, she slipped softly back to her na-
tive skies. Bver since there had been
a little vaeant niche in Myra Ander-

m were aware, Viola
<crept. Of course there was no more to
be said about givingyhegaup to the town
authorities, as Mr. Anderson had at first

mm Hﬂ(bmetf s would doubt-
Fea h deRery strentions opposi-

ion t v such_disposal of herself,
and she had not-been in the farm-house
amongh . before , theyall learncd  that

“Nobody can call you reczless in that

way, Ned,” responded Anderson laugh- |

ing. * Come in, Bradlee.”

“Wall, no, not very. TI'Il allow,
neighbor, ha, ha! I shouldn’t wender,
though, if I had married Mis Anderson,
here. if you had only kept away,’’ he
said witha laugh and a wink at Nrs.
Anderson. -

1 don't believe you would marry the
Queen, Ned,” she replied, quickly, col-
oring a little.

_.i:\.”' I don’t think I would: and good
reason, too! The fact is I'm a little shy
so easy as he ean in! I like the women
first rate, but this matrimony husiness—
it allus seemed to me that there was
some sort of a eateh in it.”’

“Somebody will eateh youn some day,

(I hope, Ned,” Aunderson responded,
1is wile |

laughing, and then seeinge that
had opened the letter he added, **and
now we'll hear about Tom.”

Mrs. Anderson unfolded the letter,
and as she did so, a dainty little note of
gilt-edged paper dropped into her lap.
She took it up and read, with a pleased
smile, ** Ralph Anderson, Esq.”

“Itis from your cousin Blanche,”

she said, handing it to Ral.ph. “Why,
how beantiful she writes! I suppose

Tom will give her a fine education!™ a
faint touch of pride in her tone.

“ Won't you take my seat, ' Sgnire?’
Ned said, rising and bowing to Ralph.

‘The boy’s face tlushed, but he laughed
as if he enjoyed the sport he knew Brad-
lee was making of him, instead of feel-
ing vexed and angry that his mother
should have read it, or Blanche written
it, for he knew Ned Bradlee well enouch
to know that this was by no means the
last he should ear of his new title.
And yvet, as he took the pretty little
note, the first letter he had ever had
from a girl, something under his left
breast broke into a tumultuous futter,
and kept it up so that he read onelong
page clear through without knowing a
word that was in it.

In the meantime Mrs. Anderson had
run through her brother's letter, and
looked up with a little eager expression
on her fuce.

“Tom wants usto come ont West
this sprine, Ben,’sshe said, foldine the
letter very carefully, and looking down.

0, ves, he always writes that. He's
not married ™’

“ No, it was Blanche who wrote the
address.

houschold - affairs like a woman, Tom
says. Don’t youremember what a pret-
ty child she was when they moved
away?"

I helieve so—yes, But read the let-
ter. Ned wonld like to hear it, and
there's nothing private in it, Idou’t sup-
pose?*?

*«(), no; it is mostly about this place

Mmom(uﬂ. Lﬂ_,,laml sprang l¥1l‘0 the

st reverence and
ship. He was!
thoso two traits
grimother had al-
; sensitive, and she
a to.besjéve thatwas why
—happys and-she =aid to her-

0 [ vste shoukld ‘ever -make /ler
~nirpidst -andy-indeed, there seemed lit- 1
{le fear of it. DBut perhaps pride was |

Ay R

~sher itlon was ally & very de-

“gldeé > Tfere wasmo' disguising i

" 3 ol RS & . : otter, she read:

’ < fact, \Jf’.’@"_ 3 flery - pt:l.i‘.-mn_:_l. - “My Dear Bisrer:—I've swornoff a dozen

! ohild, S-as-a Quean, and as will- I'timos about writitz ta you to come West, but

. “ALprihd Butshe With it | you are il thesistor—or brother either, fo

nerons z hat matter—1've got,and we are growings ol!
é RN WATIL g@_p}r a'.“ unselfish my irl, and somehow it rets more loni=omea

rt, ‘_‘r’:‘h '1‘3‘:."#‘;5“'[ Iﬁy‘fhm . and | avthy years iy away. d! cannnt !‘m-mbth--rn--
anIess N ermeartce, . 5 Pand the Lord knows [ don't want to!l—but you

i mt}ujm‘ﬂ-- ned artice, Rulph. from ',u.ml Jenand the boyvean come her -, and bot-

' |

Ao yourselves by it There's a right smart
vhane: here now to bty one of the best farms
in Narthern Hiinpis, [ean get it ata bargain,
#s T holda mortirage on it which the [ellow
who lives on it will willingly give up. It is
only three or fonrmiles from Rookforl—ona
of the Hvelfest [ittle eities in the Northwest,
Sell that bit of land and rock-woed, and come
out where tha earth has something hesile skin
on fts bonea! You will be okl by and by, an'd
Ben ean talways work as ke does now; beside
there is the boy, nnd you owe it t5 him to give
him a better start in the world than he can got
from that place, nnless there hus been A
miracle wrourht on it since I left. Let me
know before the tirst of March, #nd be sure
you come. Blanche {8 most a1 woman, and
manuges the Louse, and me, likea woman., She

the trait in her characier—it was, at
Jeast, the most ungovernable one.  Not

jde of dgessor looks. do I mean, but |
ride af th, apfl name, apd respecta- |
gility. AL has § thing a8 naturalas |
“her breath, anloné da¥, when she had |
been there but 4/ wéék, Ralph found her |

k sodoe-frasss in a paroxysm of
yace and tears. He knelt
.essayad to lift her iace to his posom.

ok {gawm' ™ dhe oged, fiercely. “IL
don’t want to fee you. I don't want to

down and |

any name!”’

he siid, i
raven hair from the hot little tace,
«¢ and it makes me feel bad to hear you
talk so.” ;

«*Then I won't,”” she said. strug-

line to choke down the great sobs that
'Ehoo' her slight frame. «« But they
said so, and 1 know it's true, and

+~ mecanvhody: 1 want tocdia I'm only : and con.
‘a charity child—a little pauper without
3 | had—and for her sake,
-ﬂm‘ are gy dittle.darling, Viola,” |
smoothing away the damp, |

incioses a note to her cousin, which §s. 1 pres
sume, & Vvery important document. From your
loving brother, TFOM ARNOLD,

“Wall! if Ishouldn’t ha' known (/df
letter unvwhere,”' Bradlee exclaimed;
*+it is old Tom all over. Well, neigh-

{ bor Ben, it’s myv advice that you accept sl_leTb' sand, belonged

the offer; good night,!’ and he waikod
hastily out, shrewdiy divining that'they
could talk it over more freely alone,
Ben Anderson and his wife sat up
late that night discussing the thing pro
Le saw that she favored go-
that she always
because her
brother was there, and for the sake of
his boy, whom he knew he could not
' keep long if he staid where he was, he
said * perhaps it was best for them to
Fn.” But, O, how in that hour his
wart clung to the old home! How
| dear grew the thoucht of the wooded
| hills, and the golden sands; and, O,

inc—he did not know

| e = T Bt — 2
the beautiful sea. There, t00,

though it isn’t his writing,”” he said, |

o’ this noose—a feller ean’t et out nizh |

She is quite a young lady— |
fourteen in May—and presides over

ones slept, o other: land, be it
ever so rich or fair, could be to him
what this bleak New England coast was.

There was little said abput the pro-
posed change before Rdlgh or Viold,
but Ralph knew that it 'was béing seri-
ously!eonsidered by kis father, and he
told Viola, privately, that he:** hoped
they should go, for he was sure his
consin Blanche was the most besutiful,
and the nicest girl in the world,and he
guessed she'knew & great deal by ‘the
way she wrote; and she was so anxious

(Y

he should eome, toal’ ‘7 Y
| T don't ' want'th go KA T Aot ¢ vant
| to see her, and 1 don’t like her!” broke
in Viola, impetuously.” ~« <"1
“Well, whit now, Wildfire® he
{ asked, opening wide his eyes in Ssur-
| prise. * Mother says Blanche will be
an aecomplished lady by and by, and
| she is rich, and pretty, and I'should like
| to know why you should say such spite-
! ful things of her when you. pever saw
her,"’ he said, in an injured tone, loaking
down very severely-at the little flushed
face and quivering Hps. 1 -
[ don't mever want to see Hep, and
' IFm going back to Madame! 'I'm not
rich, nor nice, nor beautiful; andTdan’t
know a great deal either, and you won't
| love me gpy a6 adl when. you see her,”
 and thespassionate voite grew Suddenly
| tremulous, and the little hosom rose and
fell with dry, suppressed sobs:
\ “0, that'sit, is it?? he lauched. a
ilit.ﬂe pleased glow flashing.into the boy-
| ish face. It was rather nica to hagje tw
| rirls Tike him! But with frie masenlin
| taet, he saw that it avould neyer do to
’ let her know that he thought so. So,
with & nonehalance that would have
done eredit to a much older head, he
| exelaimeéd: :
| **Nonsense! why-she's my cousin,
tand a
| deal of his cousin. especially if she is
ni¢ce and pretty. like Blanche.
| shall Jove you all the same for that, 1it-
| tle Wildfire. I don’t-believe she is any
| prettier than you; and anyway I:shall
| love you best.™
| s« Alwaysy! Ralph—always, so long as
2" she- eried. eagerly,

iyon live?
Jup into his face with shining eves.

| peated, smiling.
: sut she did not smile; the small face

i was preternaturally grave. and the great |

'black eyes had a dreamy, far away look

L in them, as if some picture in the far-off |

future shone vaguely and dimly through
| the Jong vista of years—a picture shaded

I'and lined with some impalpable pain— |

! fixing and holding her gaze. Possibly
| the Angel of Futurity leit for a moment
| the gate ajar, and the young eyes canght
[ & vision of the struggle and pain beyond.
That night, after Ben Anderson had
| prayed as usual for all classes and con-
| ditions of men, that He would send His
| Spirit- out after them, and snatch. as

many as possible from destruction and
! eternal perdition,” he added the follow-
ing petition:

*We ask. also, O Lord, that Thou
would’st go with us and bless us in the
|rmw. as ‘Thon hast in the old, home.

Keep our hearts pure before Thee, and
i let no worldly gain or desire usurp Thy
' place. bat let the Spirit which kept our
| fathers ‘as they emerged from their

homes go with us to the fair land of our
' adoption, and keep us there, as it did
| them here.” :
Then Ralph knew for the first time
that his father had decided to go. The
' next day it was very generally noised
{ about that “Ben Anderson was going
to sell out and go West.”
| talked about it, and some propiesied
[ he *wonld be baek within a vear, if he
| wasn’t too poor to get back.” and oth-
ers again said that threly wished they
| were groing, and applaunded his resolu-
| tion. Among the latter was Ned Brad-
| lee, who ‘‘always thought he should
| like to see the big pastures they bragred
so much of.”
“Why not go with us, Mr. Bradlee?”

| said Ralph. .
| +*Wall, now, *Squire, you've just hit
| ie! why not? You are a bright boy to
think of it, for I'll be hanged if I ever
{ should.” . '
i I wish you would go Bradlee,” said
| Anderson, earnestly.
| *Yes, do, Ned; I should be so glad to
lhave yomn,"”” Mrs. Anderson added,
l warmly.
|  *You wpuld? Lord!then I'll go. A
'man o’ my callantry could never stand
| out against & woman's wishes, no mat-

| ter what they asked,” he said, witha

jolly langh.

aszked Ralph.

«Wall, perhaps not, *Squire, if they
wrote me fine, wonderful letters on yal-
ler-edged paper,” he said, with comi-
| cal gravity. * I think fhat would fetch
(most any feller that had any feelin’

about him, don t you’
{  Ralph colored to the temples with
| shame and annoyance. Everybody who
has been voung knows with what a halo

hé wants us to have,”” and unfolding the | of sacredness these **first™ letters are,

invested, and how it hurts and shocks
' the young heart to have some rudehand

¢  Swoop down through the beautifal aure- |

| ole, and hold up to laurhter aund ridi-
' cule the precions treasure.  To this day
{ L feel a stir of indignation whenever I
 remember a certain afiernoon, when,
| after peul of ringing laughter issuing
{ from 7y bLed-chamber, and upon com-
| ing wpon the scene drs;‘ovema} my two
[ *“orown’’ sisters, sitting on the floor
| beiore an open bureau drawer—my
| drawer, it was—one of them lolding in
{ her hand. and readinz, between her
ybursts of abominable merriment, a little
Fnote somaebody had written me, aud over
| which 1 had had some of the most deli-
gious little attacks of *¢palpitation of
the heart’ imnginable. 1 have never
forgiven tliem to this day! ,
[ Well. it wasall ever. The pretty lit-
t1é seaside farm, with its ev . 1ls,
cand mint-bordered brook,, ind gray
t ledges of rock, and shining reaches of
to a stranger,
now. The honsehold goods =simple,
homely things, which Myrad Anderson
| had sometimes despised for their poor-
ness aud plainness--took on ‘a strange,
tender beanty, as one after another she
| had seen them knocked down under the
| auctioneer's hammer, and at last she
| tarned away with a dull feeling of loss
and pain in her heart. More than we
think, these inanimate things in our
| homes creep into our aflections, and b{
‘little memories and associations, lin
| the bliss or pain of a dead day with the
| living present.
The cowslips were blotching with
vivid patches of gold the fresh green of

fellow is expected to think a zood |

Bas 1'|

]1_1ok1_ng !

* Always. as long as I live,” he ve- |

I-I\'vr'ybodj' .

* Not if they wished to marry you?”’

{ coming home from school, 1 heard peal |

the flying Jan with s faint feeling
of home-sickness-in her heart, for she
parting from tlie old ' home had becn
very hard at the last. Only the thought
that it would be, better for them, and
that 1t would keep Ralph away, from
the sea. kept up her eouragh. She knew
by Wer huslxmd‘s ‘grave faée thatit bad
been ‘a'hard straggle for him tosander
the ,ties, which. pearly fifty years, of

compapjonship hac cemented, —Brad.
lee’s spirits were invaluable, androuzh

as hie Séémed, he had a-#litate fhcalty
of turnig“theéir Thourhtsd twtay frony
unhappy regrets to pleasant anticigme
tions of t,«hamw%:wl,sm by tio.time
they steamed up e(\!.'cz_y,y,_t‘i[u.l%,eu;git
River to the vity, they were a very hap-
py, hopeful company. It was jus? eethi-
set, and the erimson gl6w féli- okar: e
Iimpid  water, and touched the 'whios
walls and spires of the city with a sof
aurorgl flush,, Nowhere, in_all the seft
air or radiaat sky, was therea hint of
the dark cloud lowering upon them.
There they stopped ovér night, to re’
sume their journéy on the following day.
The hotel was erowded rwitli/ pebple,
travelers awaiting transportationin difw
ferent : directiqréi;  Alr,. Anderson, and
Bradles, rose before sunrise to take a
look round the town. . Comijz up a
sireet on their way ‘home, théy“sm’?ﬁ
man and Httle girl pissthe cornof of the
street some 'distance ghead,and disap-
1 pear down a side streety vop 101 0 ¥
{1 Well if that dide’t make me think
;of Humming-bird!" jradlee  ex-
| claimed; his pet nanie for Viola, ﬁc'in‘g
| that. ' ) i
{ “*¢Oh! I'didn’t notiee,’” his' conypanion
| replied; carelessly.  Thevwalkdd abbut
| & while longer anyl then went up o the
(hotel. . Mr, Anderson lookedin the par-
 lor, but his yife was not there, anc
Went up to theirroom. S
I was just coming down.* sHe's4if,
as he opéned'the dobr, ** I had to eofhb
'my hair, and then I thought I'd make
| the bed; I haditime enough.’ .
‘. “ I don’t believe folks do,it, Myra,
' but they ean tear it to pieces if they
don't like it, so there’s no harm done,
But where is' Viola?*” e
“T1'let her go downs; she was o avild
I coyldn’t keep her herve.  Iomover saw
such a ehild! When we get settled we
L. muss govern her a little more; thas, .is
all she needs to make her perfect. I've
oot alittle plot in my head,” laughing a
little; "“*T am going to frain her up for
a daughter-in-law. She thinhstevary-|
' thing of Ralph.” o 7t
Thisshe said very confidentially; ne
| they went down  into, the parlor, aund
Ben Anderson smiled at her *‘prema-
ture matchmaking,’ as he called'it, but|

' did not look at all displeased with ‘fhe |

plan. The truth was, He had"” theaht|
{ of it him$elE more than nuee; but baing
| & man,,of eourse he didn’t8ay 80.1 Mis,
[ Antlerson flooked throngh -the, parloy,
| but Viola was not there.. She went ont
| to the piazza; there were fwo or three
children there, but''no Viola. "Shg
tealled to her hushand, “and :q."llu!‘ﬁwftl

search was ‘At once institnted, but,

though the house, large ad' it was, was |,

| gone over twice, no, trace of the girl
; could be found. Ralph was, awakened
| by his mother, and jpined in the search,
but to no avail—Viola was not in the
house! D= :
t A youne man who worked in the sta-
| bles hiad'seen a child #bing down the
I street with a man, and though he' didn't
think of it at the time as. anythimz
strange, he believed the child ran down
the steps from the house; but she seemed
to go willingly; the man did not touch
her, as he could sce. }

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

How the German Boy is, Schooled.

From the hour of 'his birth ‘antil he
has reached the mature age of six years

| be is under the constant supervision of
| his lparcm.s or his nurse. He plays ps
| ehildren play all the world oyer, but _11_is
cames and pastimes art not routh.
‘rom the moment his sensitive' mind is
capable of being trained he léarns obe-
| dience and politeness. He is not four
jvears old ere he will bid a steanger
[ good-day or good-eyening, raising his
little hat and making his little bow at
the same time. Between four and six:
| he is allowed to mingle frecly witlht the
childrén’ of ‘the neighborhood, but his
' play-grotnnd is always eircumscribed ac-
' cordin'r to the size of the garden in the
rearof the block. At six the law com-
pels his parents to send him to school.
From that t'me on he is a person of
some responsibility,” for his lessons

| must not be neglected under any eir-’

-

cumstances, unless his health proves
'him to be unequal to the tasks. His
| schoo! hours for. the first year are not
{long, but he must be in his plase
| promptly at eight o’clock in the mor-
ning, remaining until ten, and at 1:3p
o’clock in the aiternoon, remaicing ur 1!
2:30. Then he brings home his lesséms
| for the morrow, which, with the as-
| sistance of his parents, he must be pre-
'pared to answer for on the next day.
The second yvear of his school-life is a
little more severe.  The schools open
at six in the summer and seven’in the,
winter, and long before ehi'dren of
his nge are awakened In America, the
stree’s ave full of I'ttie ones hmryving to
the different schools.  This early  elass
| is dismissed at eight and nine o'elock,
and the children are then expected to
assist their mothers, or, as is more
frequently the case, from ten years of
{age upward, they go to the great’
factories or work-shops where they are
'apprenticed, and learn atrade. Indeed,,
[ the schodl hours are fixed thus early in
| order that the childien may not only re-
ceive an education but also learn how
| to make a living and help their parents
| to keep the woli irom the dopr. —
| Chemmitz Cor. Chicago News. 3

I —ug-n
| —They have a way of tradinf out
| West which is very refreshing to a man
{ who is accustomed to" the old fashioned
methods of the East. *That sheet i
worth at least five dollars.” - “ No, sir;
litis only worth three."” I say it is
worth five.”” **And I say it jsn't.”
| The seller at this juncture drew a navy
revolver, quietly cocked it, and point-
ing it at the head of the purchasér, con-
tinued in tones of persuasive hlandish-
ment: 1 tell you that sheet is worth
five dollars.” " Ths purchaser repiied
| with alacrity: «Well, yes, at least five
dollars, and possibly more.”—N. Y.
Herald.

! —A geologist predic’s that Montana
' will become the greatest coal-producing

| how infinitely dear the wooing voice of | the brookside grasses, as Myra Ander- | State in the Union.
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little boy thinking abloat, 3
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Ang'tat frown on, his foshead s¢ fnir? .

Teéddy is ne. mmmmeqi T
' 't_‘ha’_t R gﬂ he l.:w}wu of, and just his size, -
beon vhry i tv. 84 ' much so, indeed,

But:Téd cn't fegret. ahe’, heitries very;hard,,
And hg thinks nis mamn?a ’gﬂght spo‘sk.rd'
Anfhe wisled it woldn't grow dark  so Seon
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And mother’s kisses and twilight songs, *
Are good things Teddy can mover Torgety -

e
But kisses and ar, zaod little boys,
e '1'»:11;15; mut. HJ\?‘I:‘. : thi:
niessbe s sorty amd; saysgo—then |
_M_:znngz will forgive l:ﬂ:‘:. o doubt.,
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« Dowm npnir of checks ing £ red,
am.gai"ﬁu’,-_u"a"@ay ﬁ'ﬁrﬁ‘# qanbs he,
."..‘ins mother’s breast pillows agolden ioad, |
‘;hqnhﬁ_lms!.: fall the lkisses on check and on
. Andgio® it is twilight, you kKnow. .
!?t"l&*mm:rnna ma the sumshine has
. cotasl : 130 32 ie i by 15
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FSCIRCEMSTANCES &LTEB_. CASES,”
“I'll just go dowm by - the vdake,
mapima; and wait until you are veady."
'eBmf; “Quuii ;remember . L\'g]u.,,alje
essed _in  white, and it soils yvery
,‘;;:ﬁly;' doff’&' go where ;-!On will zet any
ﬂaini‘:‘;"‘ 1Ju - ) i Ae =il
Ml woel’t, manima, I'}H be ever so

in his newest white suit, and brilliant
yed stockings and fresh sailor liat, kissed
his Hard to hid ‘'mother and tripped out
of the gate.. | Ten minutes meore; apd
he expected to be off to the park tohear
the Joyely musie, and sce theswansand
the monkeys. s
It \¢a+ 1é4s than ten minuted whon he
‘came ‘back; onel shoe ol oneleldstic
gone. his br'ght red stockings toyn and
anging, hi_l_uielflti'g\_'tq_md 1_f{umt enl;l to
foot wi . ow could a boy have
don sc;lﬁﬂeuh fniscldel ﬁ;-!imaelgib 50
short a time?
reputation “for being carertl, shewiiuld
‘Have surely g‘tquﬁ;q hddr his story:
but, alas for him?! "™ ?
| wever' 1ived thad ” this dame Rollo.
‘Rtill this' wwad wekke than: usualy) sol
'mueh worse thatthe 'mather deeided on
ihemsl.mu. that be; mus} bave a. severe
€350, s y .
q-a':lin'l'li).“'slle said; 5h 1fdr dbidesrtony,
et iy go at ored 't6° Wannal wid

Thavelher pht youd ieverniday smit ong
then you may gmto Auygoomand stoy
untd 1 petyn.’

7 847d Rollo. 1is | facy

. “Buf, mamm his f
o S0 that lig

in a'{iiver)'Ris tips tremblin
b could® havdly speak. i ¢ T
But gha ‘passed hini on, tha stairs
wiﬁmut.,lq. worl, ot e g
e called after her: _

"“h’lam}ﬁ_ﬂ\’; O mamma! Won't sou
" pleate 1o listén tome:™ L3 -

'L Then she=zdid: solm b
o+ Rolle, you  ynay obey. me,  immedi-
‘a‘;tg“l‘{fh;xgtt__ll do, not wish, to hear a

“In‘n folt” middtes After that the car-
riage rolled away, gtopped ot Mrs. Mer-
rivile’s and  took up Helen and her
mother, then on to the park.

You needn’t suppose Rollo's mother
enjoyed it. ' She séemed to care noth-
Ing fotthie patk: she hardly dlanced at
the 'swany mnd sdido holiigonear, the

TEER T

she hai

'appainted one. - ‘Had notshe andRollo
lanned tpgether this ride to the park?

. Naw, 3ll.she eould learn from his moth-
‘er was_that Rollo was defained at the
Tast mintite! She did not inténd to tell
the ' Metrivales that her ieattless little

.boy. seemed to grow more ¢areless eyery
day; and how she felt thatshe must shat

herears to his pitiful little explanations,

which wounld amount Yo' dotliing more-

s som'y. "’ : : | v
‘The: mother believed that, she hLad
. done right; nevertheless she was lonely
and sad. They came home earlier than
they had inténded. As they passed:
Mrs. ‘Sullivan®s pretty- cottagé she was
standing at the gate with, Mamie in
her arms, and out.she came to speak to
them, =
*You havent't the dear little fellow
with vou,”” ‘'she said, eagerly, her lips
trembling.  *‘[ wanted/ito kiss him,
the durling, braye, boy... O Mrs, (iray,
Jhope and trust that he did not get
Thurt in any way?®r o e LI
**Who?"? said Mrs. GGray, wondering-
1¥.” ** My Rello? Oh, ho, he isn't hurt.
AWhy? Did you hear of an accident?”’
~Djdn’t he tell you? Didn’t anybody
tell you? Why, Mis. Gray, If it'hadn’t
been' for your rrave little Rollo—1 shiv-

ki

owhere - my. baby: would. . be now!y She
climbed intq, ghe boat: -it was, iocked,’
but she tried to sit at the {ar{hest end,
! amd She Tost
1 hewd Histinto the lake. - Rollo saw her,
rzounditile Hello, he was. the, onlyone
aromnd; . 4ng i don t, kpow 1W.W,{13 did*
it, and he such a lit-tt bit of ,.a igllow.’
i[u c[?flﬁ el oyer the side of the boat.
"ind feached alter her: he''stejipédiright

it i 1hat deep mud and \got stuek, and the

little- man had sen-e.cunough 1o unbut-
i ton his shoe and leaye, it sticking there,
and wade out after baby. ‘He
her, T'm' smré T don't know how, but
Tie tup#edther out and 4aid ‘her.on the

we thought she was_dead, but she is as
well as e'er, and- O Mrs. "Gray, isn't
Lllm';(_%:a!t.i?}'thfng‘f ¢an'do for the blessed
Loy ", T Nhy k0

‘e"b'nlm;“ “sald ‘Mrs Gray, ‘*‘drive
liome as fast as possbie.”

Up the steps slie ran, gave the bell a
furious pull, anil dashed past the little
ntrse it to hér'ownroom like i comet.

s*Where is Rollo?' she said, breath-
lessly, to Haunah. ;

«+ ke’s asleep now, ma'am. Heeried
as though his heart would break, and
was a long time getting ‘comforted; but
fimally I got him dressed, and coaxed
himn to take a n-p.andihere’sibeen haif
the town here this alternoon -to inquire
how he is.”

She didn’t believe indisturbing sleep-
ing boys, a3 arule, but sh¢ picked this
one richt out of his bed and carried
him, half Emothered with kisses, to her
cocking-chair, and sat down to laugh
and cry over himand’ kiss him. . Only
half awake he was at last, still grupingg
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| ¥he Sled that Won the'.,

carefuldiey g i : |.a nice, sled-ride,”

This wag, the talk they ﬁarll:;:s Rollo, |’

If ouly Rolio had had a: ¢

more heedie' s .u_y.;"

ue¢ she, missed a '

‘thA Hie *dida’t mean it at'ah),” and was ||

er and grow eold all vver iwhen:l think .

hér Baldlee And pitehied -

savedd

bank, alk-unconscigus, you know, andgl

g e big orange that Hannah had given
hin ™ whepdm ‘giving him more
come 9s SRid: _ -
K. »ar little brave bay, will you fiir-
give my THma for all the sorrow of this

v

allernool  ubbed his eyes' and looked
at her wo ‘deringly,” and [‘Pltted; her

TP id: L3l
cb:ﬁlr‘;"r “i::n you will ive me?

You will,- won'v. '»1 f;t ; jhmuly didn't
mean to get we.tn, ffo"yo ;

| ~dow many. kisses., 10 you suppose he
had then? ~As for h IS er'ﬂh

3 : tzars in hier, |
i/ tha ity hoy's Jaamgpa has tzars o fer,

' e
hasn’t found &xibugh yi 't toxdo for Rollo,
‘though she keeps doing yice little lh_n!gs
all the time.— T%he Pamsy, « =~ 17 |
————

“'Go"ld‘ o
! . Arrow-” . _.

One cold day alady looked from € win-
dow down' to the-sidewalk, and she
saw there a little girl and a little boy.
The girl bad a broken sled, and on the
sled there was a Board that'telloftif
anybody touched it, and'wouldn’t.gtay
of ‘nmless it was held e L R IT

'Well, the little girl held the board

just right, and made a quick jump and
got git. go_that thcq'boa.fd staid in

Ela‘ce: then she got 'off, and told the
boy to jump on. ' : Yatss 3y
' 'He jumped. ' The board tipped; and
the little Loy fell on the sidewalk. But
the little girl picked him up, 'and
brushed oft the swow. Then the Indy
at ‘the window slid up’ thie sash, and this
i wFat she 'heaan tl:eigg;l gay: bisge
oy it.again, Jo! That was loo :
bht&':{ﬁ sorry. She will hold the board
tiix time.”> So the board wasagain put
on the broken sled, and held until Jo
was safely onit. .. - | 1
“Now sit still, Jo, and T'll give you

ride,” said the Iittle girl.
{ And then she picked up the rope and
pulled. Up flew Jo's feét ‘and he iell

oVer ' bickward; bot he was not hurt
much, and after .another brushing, the
airl said: Now, sit with your fee.!.!po
the back;youcan’'t tumble off that W;i 24
But he did. Only that time he f 3
his'face. Next he sat sidewise, with
his feat hanging ever . part of .a runner.
In: this, way he went) safely a8 far as
across a little room,, but then board and
boy once more npset. i
Thé good sister tried ‘adoven times to
givd'Jo a ' ride, but every time thaold,

ihrolken slad theew hin-oft. ; ~gill the lit-

|| tle. girl was patient and kipd, and sroka

cently, and took good care of hér little
srotlier. Ahd ‘that wis better Yor both
y#1hem that daythan' a finesledinide
{ would have been.. Forwheh tlsey went
awiy the lady opened the window wide.
ang sent, 5 big bov to fellow them, and

12
|

Lduse they lived in. ;

'« Arrd then, ‘the same: day, she wens
vouttaml bought a. stronz.and pretiy
«sleds Jis name w_q-;,-"ﬁi lden Arrow.
L hen she wen herselt té ‘the him_s&
“Where the Tittle ‘gitl lived, atid adked
[ for the little wirl whd had ‘been trying
bto give her little brother a slaigh-ride
that morning., y Py :
|, oot Julia! Julia?” called her mother.
If'}llei‘u is a lady, asking for }'ou.'f'

“Julia ran to the gate.. :
e Yo were tyving to. draw;a'little
Jbl:awﬂtm‘-l the. side-waik l;: ,Iro,nt..olf, ‘imyy
iousae, this morning,"’—-hegan the lady.
but, she .c.?g:ﬂd xlllgt. say ﬁndt_]:grq wortl
then, {or Julia’ was' frightened and
said: ' Oh, ma'am,: I'didn’t, I didn't
{ mean to do anything naughty.”., Then
she began to cry very hard, snd ram

AWAY,, :
‘ma'am, that my child has

/| told himto come back and téll her' the
. 1% iy T

" +“What i
been/doing " aske | Julia's mother.
[»*Bheds'a dood sisten,™ said little .Jo.
The lady smiled.  ‘*1 watched her
she was
hed to
make her a present!” ‘And’‘av my hotse
lthere i a ‘mew sled Hor her, if she will
come ‘amdd gét i’ iy ol |
Pretty soon,, Julia was at the lady's
house, with Jp and three other little
brothers, and the *@olden 'Arrow”
niide five children happy many days—
for tliese thildren were.rveal enildren,
-and,it.all happened just like this story.
L_—_.S{.‘Niclmr‘cf_s._. . : .

this, morning,”” she sa'd, *‘and

. What Is an ‘% Esquire?” "
| . “What is aa esquire?'’ . This ques-
tion is jnow agitating - the generally
peaceful parish of Hampstead, and bas
arisen out of a controversy respéct-
ing a tramway extension' scheme
I'which threalens to interfere awith the
{preud privilege Hampstead has hitherto
| enioyed of bei%g’.- ; inaccessible to the
(outer world, The oppone ts &6f ‘the
{ s-heme have formed themselves into'a
| committee; ‘and’ 4 liat" of their names
| whick bas been;published includesthose
+of alarge number of local tradesmen—
butchers, grocers and others—who ob-
ject to the proposed tramway. Against
each of the names on the list appears
| the aiffix "of *‘esquire,”’ and th's has
{eaused minch excit-ment and indigna-
! tion among a number of the working
| classes. who are il:\ favor of the tram-
| way, and who urzé'that the tradesmen
‘by-calling themgeelves ** esquires''-have
“nasumed g dignity: to which theyhave
{mo elaim.,  Juytters on ,t.hl:z']ia;:h,lccg » rf!:n
“-workin * are published in [
b 0‘?:."1 paﬁfﬁ&n antl e\‘-??n the bittertidss
of ‘the contro.ersy respeeting the tram-
{ way proposal seems for -thg, moment to
1 -be c.‘qceadad,bﬂ' that of the “‘esquire
|, question.”’ In these days, when the title
“of esquire is used without discrimina-
tion. it is really difidult to tay who is
or who is not an esquire. There is po
' reason why workingmen should not
L theoiselves,, esauires if it j:leases
mvm 1o d().'i‘*r}o.e'fsr 3m0u1d. gﬂ(ﬁcd.‘gl}b n
| great convenienge if .every man in the
yited Kingdom, whatever mizhbt be his
cofidition'in life, were allotétl thiis title.
At present dire oflen-e mioften’ &iven
whén writing to strangers: by address-
ving the letter to f*Mr.. Soqand S0./! and
thus repderipg the  uvpknpwn corre-
spondent, however .magnificent his po-
"&ition in his parizh, vinabld ‘to look ‘the
"etter-carrierin the face when he meets
him in_the street, at least with any de-
gree of comfort,—86 James” Gasede,
—Two New York youtbs tried to kiss
a young girl, whose “Jellow' jnter-
fered. One of them struck him, when
the screams of ‘the ¢irl brought her
- mother to the door. dhe. other assail-
. ant, who was blind, krocked the mother
{down with a cane. Notwithstand n
his excuse that hea ing his friend eall-
ing for help, he thought he was bein
beaten by roughs and struck out **tlind-
ly,” he had to goie jail with his friend
| for ope mouth. ,They will try, here-
' after, to get - ogﬁ,withdni kissing the
" wrong girl. —N."¥. Hersld 2¢




